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Brother TOM. 

A N 

EXPOSTULATORY EPISTLE. 



iJLIFE! Thomas, what hath fwallow'd all the praife ? 

Of royal virtues not the flighteft mention ! 
Strung, like mock pearl, fo lately on thy lays ! 

Tell me, a bankrupt, Tom, is thy invention ? 

How cou'dft thou fo thy Patron's fame forget, 
As not to pay, of praife, the annual debt ? 

Whitehead and Gibber, all the Laureat Throng, 
To Fame's fair Temple, twice a year, prefented 
Safee' royal virtues, real or invented. 

In all the grave fublimity of fong. 

B Heralds 
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Heralds fo kind for many a chance-bom wight. 
Creeping from cellars, juft like &ails froa* earth : 

Or moles, or field-mice, ftealing into light. 
Forge Arms to prove a loftineis of birth ; 

Tracing of each ambitious Sif and Madam 

The branches to the irery trunk of Adam. 

Then why not thou, the heraB, Tom, of rhime. 
Still bid thy Royal Mafter foar iublime ^ 
Bards fbine in fi<£tion ; then how flight a thing . 
To make a coat of merit for a King I 

' Know, General Caepentek had been a theme 
For furnifliing a pretty lyric dream j 

Once a monopolift of nod and fmile r 
Of broken fentences and queftions rare„ 
Of fnipfnap whifpers fweet, and grin, and ftarc;. 

For which thy mule would travel many a mile. 

But lo ! the General, for a Crying luii 
Loft broken fentences, and nod, and grin. 
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And Rate and fnipfnap of the beft of Kings ; 
The fin, the crying fin, of rambling 
Where Ofnaburgh's good Bifliop, gambUng, 

Loft fome few golden feathers from his wings ; 

Which made th' unlucky Gener^ run and drown ; 
Such were the horrors of the royal frown ! 
For lo t His M ■ T moft roundly fwore 
He'd nod to General Cariekteb. no more. 

Oh I glorious love of all-commanding money t 
Dear to Jime Mcmarchs, as to Bruin, honey j 
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck j 
Or Hiow'rs to hackney coachmen or a duck I 

Thomas, thy lyrics might have prais'd the King 
For making finners mind the Sabbath day. 

Bidding the idle fons of pipe and ftring, 

Inftead of fcraping j^s, fing pfalms and pray j 

Thus pioufly (againffi their inclination) 

Dragooning fouls unto falvatioa. 



The 
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The Monarch gave up Mr. Joah Bate, 
With that fweet nightiflgale his lovely mate ; 

Who with the. organ and one fiddle 
Made up a concert every Sunday night : 
Thus yielding Majesties fupreme delight, 

Who relifli cheapnefs e'en in tweedle tweedle. 

For Nature formeth oft a kind 
Of money-loving, fcraping, fave-all mind. 
That happy glorieth in the nat'ral thoi^ht 
Of getting ev'ry thing for nought : . 

From Delhi's diamonds to a Briftol ftone ; 

From royal eagles to a fquawling patrot ; 
From bulls of Bafan to a marrow-bone ; 

From rich ananas to a mawkifli carrot : 
And getting things for nought, I needs muft fay, 

If not the mblejf, is the cheapejl way. 

And often nature manufaflures fluff 
That thinks it never hath enough ; 



Hpard- 
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Hoarding up treaAire never once enjoying — 

Such is the compofition oi fome fouls ! 

Like jackdaws all their cunning art employing, 
In hiding knives, and forks, and fpoons, in holes. 

Lo I by the pious Monarch's proclamation, 
The courtier Amateurs of this fair nation 

On Sundays con their Bibles make no riot 

The ftubborn Uxbridge, mufic-loving Lord, 
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word, 

And bids the inftruments lie quiet. 

Sweet Miftrefs Walsingham is forc'd to pray, 
And turn her eyes up, much againft her will ; 

Sandwich fings pfalms roo, in his pious way ; 
And Lady Young forbears the tuneful trill : 

And very politic is Lady Young : 

A huiband muft not fiiffer for a fong. 

The gentle Exeter his treat gave up, 

•So us!d upon the fweet repaft to fup 9 

C 
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A< eager for his Sunday's quaver dHfa, 
A> cats and rav'nous Aldermen for fifh. 

I^ord Brudekell, too, a Lord with lofty noie^ 
Bringing to mind a verfe the world well knows j. 

Againft fublimity that rather wars; ■ 
Which in an almanack all e)'es may fee : 
" God gave to man an upright form, that he 

" Might view the Stars." 

I lay this watchful Lord, who boofts the knack. 
Behind His Sacred Majefty's great back. 

Of placing for his latter end a chair 
Better than any Lord (fo &ys Fame's trump) 
That ever waited on the royal rump. 

So fwift his motions, and fo fweet his air ; 

Who, if His Majefty but cough or hiccup, 
Trembles for fear the King Ihould Ikl up ; 

Drops, with concern, his jaw with horror freezes — — 

Or finiles •' God blefs you, Sihi," whene'er he fheezes ; 

This 
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TKis Lord, I &.y, uprais'd his convert chin; 
And curs'd. the concert for a crying fin. 

King Watkin, from the land of leeks and cheefe,, 
• With fighs, forbore his bafs to feize ;■ 
With huge concern he dropp'd his Sunday airs. 
And gnimbled out in Welfli his thanklefs pray'rs. . 
The bafs, indeed, Te Deum fung,. 
Glad on.the willows to be hung. . 

And really 'twas a very nat'ral cafe 

Poor, inoifenfive bafs ! 

For when King Watkin fcrubbeth him alick 1 ; 

The inftrumeHt, like- one upon the rack. 
Sends forth fuch horrid, Inquifition groans ! ' 
Enough to pierce the hearts of ftones I 

Thus though ia concert politics the Knight 
Battled with Miftreft W alsivch am. oulrigit ;; 
Yet both agreed to lift their palms. 
Not in hoftilities, but flnging pfalms. 



Sal'sburi 
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Sal'sburt was alfo order'd to reform. 

Who, with my Lady,, thought it vaftly odd, 
Thus to be forc'd, like failors in a ftorm, 

Againft their wills to pray to God. 

Thus did the royal mandate through the town, 
■Knock nearly all the Sunday concerts down ! 
Great aftl e'er long 'twill'.be a fm and fliame 

For cats to warble out an am'rous flame ! 

Dogs fliall be whipp'd for making love on Sunday, 
Who very well may putUt off to Monday, 

Nay, more the royal piety to prove ; 
■And aid the pureft of all pure religions ; 
To Bridewell fliall be fent all cooing pigeons. 

And cocks and hens be lafli'd for making love-: 
: Sparrows and wrens be fliot from barns and'houles, 
-For being barely civil to their fpoules, 

Pcor Sir John Dick was, lamb-like, heard to bleat 
At lofmg fuch a Suaday's treat — — 
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Sir John, the happy owner o( ^flar 

Which radiant honour on furtoutes he ditches ; 

Lamenting fafliion doth not ftretch fo far 
As fewing tJiem on waiftcoats and on breeches ; 
Which thus would pour a blaze of filver day, 
And make the Knight a perfefl milky way. 

Yet Hampden, Cholmono'ly, thofe finM fhavers. 

Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quavers ; 
Thus flying in the face of our great King, 
Prophane God^s rtfling day with wind and firing ; 
Whilft on the Terrace, 'midft his German "band. 
On Sunday evenings George is pleas'd to ftand ; 
Contented with a fmfle tune alone, 
" God fave great George our King, " or Bobbing Joan; 

Whilft Cherubs, leaning from their ftarry height. 
Wink at each other, and enjoy the fight : 
And Sata*?, from a Rttking hole. 
Fond of a feenflng--godly foul, 

D His 
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His ejres and ears fcarce able to believe, 
Laughs in his fleeve. 

Stay, Mufe the mention of the German band 

Bringeth a tale oppreffive, to my hand) 

Relating to a tribe of German boys, 

Whofc horrid fortune made fome/fVf/enoife;' 

Sent for to take of Engliihmen the places, 

Who, gall'd by fuch hard treatment, made wry faces.. 

Sent for they were, to feed in fields of dvoer. 
To feaft upon the Coldftream regiment's fat : 

Swift with their empty ftomachs they flew over. 
And wider than a KeveahuUer hat. 

But all ! their knives no veal nor mutton carv'd X 
To fealts they went indeed^ but went 3iA jlaro d I 
Their Matters, raptur'd with the tuneful treat. 
Forgot muficians like themfelves cou'd eat. 

Thus the poor woodcock leaves his frozen Ihores, 
When tyrant Winter 'midft his tempefts roars : 
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Invited by our milder fty, he roves ; 

Views the pure ftreams with joy, and flielt'rihg groves, , 

And in «»e hour, Oh! fad reverfe of fete ! 

Is fliot, and fmokes upon a poacher's plate I 

Thus ending a fweet epifodic i&ain, , 

II turn, dear Thomas, to thy Ode againt . 

What ! nuke a di(K to balk thy Mailer's gums ! '. 

A pudding, and forget the plUms ! 
Mfercy upon us 1' what a cook art thoul" 

Dry e'en already ! what a- fad milch cow ! 

Who gav'ft, at firft, . of fame fuch flowing pails ! 

Say, Thomas, what thy lyric udder ails ? . 

Since truth belongs not to the laureat trade, . 

'Tis Arange, 'tisi paf&ng ftrange, thou didft not flatter: : 
Speak in light money were thy wages paid ? 

Or was thy pipe of fack half fill'd with water ? ' 
Or haft thou, Tom, . been cheated of thy dues i 
Or hath, a qualm of corifcience .touch'd thy Mufe ? 

Thou 
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"Thou might 'ft have prait'd for dignity of pride 
Difplay'il not long ago among the Cooks : 
Searching the kitchen with fagacioua looks ; 

IVigs, lAaiiirvt^Jcratches, on their heads, he fpied. 

To find a wig on a. cook's head 

Juft like the wig that grac'd his own, 

Was verily a fight too dread ! 

Enough to turn a king to ftone I 

On which, in language of his vtry befi^ 

His Majefty his royal ire esxpref&'d. 
*' How, how! what! Cooks wear _/«r»*rf« juft. like me I 
" Strange! ftrangel yes, yes, I fee, I fee, I fee — 
" Fine fellows to wear fcratches ! yes, no doubts 
■" I'll have no more— no more when mine's worn out— — 
•" Hffi ? pretty ! pretty ! pretty too it looks 
•" To fee my fcratches upon Cooks I" 

And lo ! as he had threatened all fo big j 

As foon as ever he «)»««»* the wig } .' ' 
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He with a pig-tail deign'd his head to match ! 

Nor more profan'd his temples with a Scratch ! 

Tliomas, I fee my fong thy feelings grate 

Thou think'ft I'm joking ; that the King's my hate. 

The world may call me lyar, but fincerely 

I love him for a partner, love him dearly : 

Whilft his great name is on the ferme, I'm fure 
My credit with the Public is fecure. 

Yes, beef fliall grace my fpit, and ale fhall flow. 
As long as it continues George and Co. ; 
That is to fay, in plainer metre, 
George and Peter. 

Yet, as fome little money I have made, 
I've thoughts of turning Squire, and quitting trade : 
This in my mind I've frequently revolv'd ; 
And in fix months, or fo, 
For all I know. 
The partnerlhip may be diflblv'd. 

E Whate'er 
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Whate'er thou tbink'ft howe'er the world may carp, — 

Thomas, I'm far from hating our good King ; 
Yes, yes, or may I thrum no more my harp. 

As David fwore, who touch'd fo well the firing 

No, Tom ; the idol of thy Iweet devotion 

Excites not hate, whatever elfe th' emotion. 

To write a book on the Sublime, I own. 

Were I a bookfeUer, I would not hire him j 
Yet, fhould I hate the man who fills a throne, 

Becauie, forfooth, I can't admire him f 

Hate him, becaufe, ambitious of a name. 
He thinks to rival e'en the Fringe in fame ? 

A Prince of fcience in the arts fo chafte ! — — 

A giant to him in the world of tafte ; 

Who from an envious cloud one day fliall fpring. 

And prove that dignity may clothe a King. 

Who when by Fortune fix'd on Britain's throne. 
Wherever merit, humble plant, is fliown, 

Will 
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Will flied around that plant a foft'ring ray ; 
Whofe hand fliall ftretch through poverty's pale gloom 
For drooping Genius, iinking to the tomb, 

And lead the bluihing ftranger into day. 

Who fcorns {X^^t fome) to chronicle a fhilling. 

Once in a twelvemonth to a beggar giv'n j 
By fuch mean charity (Lord help 'em) willing 

To go as cheap as poffible to Heav'n I 

Hatt him, becaufe, untir'd, the Monarch pore» 
On Handel's manufcript old fcores, 
And fchemes fuccefsful daily hatches. 
For faving notes o'erwhelm'd with fcratches ; 
Recovering from the blotted leaves 
Huge cart-horfe minims, dromedary breves ; 
Thus faving damned bars from juft damnation, 
By way of Irightning Handel's reputation ? 
Who, charm'd with ev'ry crotchet Handel wrote, 
Heav'd into Tot'nam Street each heavy note t 
And forcing on the houfe the tunelefs lumber. 
Drove half to doors, the other half to flumber ? 

Hate 
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Hate him, becaufe the works of Mr. West, 

His eye (in wonder loft) unfatcd views ? 
Becaufe his walls, with taftelefs trumpery dreft, 

Robs a poor fignpoft of its dues ? 

Hate him, becaufe he cannot reft 
But in the company of Weft ? 
Becaufe of modern works he makes a jeft, 
Except the works of Mr. Weft ? 

Who by the public, fain would have careft 

The works alone of Mr. Weft ! 
Who thinks, of painting, truth and tafte, the teft. 
None but the wond'rous works of Mr. Weft ! 

Who, as for Reynolds, cannot bear him ; 
And never fuffers Wilson's landfcapes near him. 

Nor, Gainsb' ROUGH, thy delightful Girls and Boys, 
In rural fcenes fo fweet, amidft their joys, 
With fuch ftmplicity as makes us Jtart, - 
Forgetting 'tis the work of art. 

Which 
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Which wondet and which care of Mr. Weft 
May in a fimile be well expreft : 



A 5 I M I L E, 



THUS have I feen a child with fmiling face, 
A little daily in the .garden place, 

And fttut in triumph round its fav'rite flow'r ; 
Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration. 
Thinking the flow'r the fineft in the nation. 

Then pay a vifit to it ev'ry hour : 
Lugging the wat'ring pot about, 

Which John the gard'ner was oblig'd to fill ; 
The child, fo pleas'd, would pour the water out. 

To fliow its niarvellous gard'ning fldll ; 
Then flaring round, all wild for praifes panting. 
Tell all the world it was its own fweet planting ; 
And boaft away, too happy elf. 
How that it foimd the daifey all, itfelf I 

F ANOTHER 
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I N /mile if I may fliine agen, 

Thus have I feen a fond old hen 

With one poor miferable chick ; 
Bufthng about a farmer's yard ; 
Now on the dunghill labouring hard, 

Scraping away through thia and thick : 

Flutt'ring her feathers making fuch a noifeF 

Cackling aloud fuch quantities of joys, 

As if this chick, to which her egg gave birth. 
Was born to deal prodigio\is knocks. 
To fhine the Broughton of game cocks. 

And kill the fowls of all the earth 1 



E'EN with his painter let the King be ileji ; 
Egad! eat, drink, and fleep, with Mr. West: 
Only let me, excus'd from fuch a gueft, 
Not eat, and drink, and fleep, with Mr. Weft ; 



And 
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And as he will not pleafe my tafte no never- 
Let me not give him to the world as clever • 
A better confcience in my bofom lies, 
Than imitate the fellow and his flies. 



The TOPER and the FLIES. 

A GROUP of topers at a table fatj 

With punch that much regales the thirfty foul : 

Flies foon the party join'd, and join'd the chat. 

Humming, and pitching round the mantling bowl. ' 

At length thofe flies got drunk, and for their fin, 
Some hundreds loft their legs and tumbled in ; 
And fprawling 'midft the gulph profound. 
Like Pharaoh and his daring hoft, were drown'd ! 

Wanting to drink — one of the men 

Dipp'd from the bowl the drunken hoft. 

And drank — then taking care that none were loft. 

He put in ev'ry mother's fon agen. 

Up 
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Up jump'd the bacchanalian crew on this. 
Taking it very much amifs 

Swearing, and in the attitude to fmite : —— 

" Lord !" cried the man with gravely-lifted eyet 
■" Though I don't like to fwallow flies, 

" I did not know Imt rubers might." 



WHO fays I hate the King, proclaims a liel 
E'en pow a royal virtue ilrikes my eyel 
To prove th' affertion, let me juft relate , 
The King's fubmiffion to the will of Fate. 

Whene'er in hunts the Monarch is thrown out. 
As in his politics a common thing 1 

With fearching eyes he ftares at firft about. 
Then faces the misfortune like a King ! 

Hearing no news of nimble Mr. Stag, 

He fits like Patience grinning on his nagl 



Now, 
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Now, wifdom-fraught, his curious eyeballs ken 

The little hovels that around him rife : _ 

To thefehe trots — of hogs furvcys the ftyes, 
And nicely numbers ev'ry cock and hen. 

Then aflcs the farmer's wife or farmer's maid. 
How many dggs the fowls, have laid ! 

What's in the oven-:-in the pot^-the crock 

Whether 'twill rain or np, and what's o'clock. 

Thus from poor hovels gleanings information, 
To ferve as future treafure for the nation ! 

There, terrier like, till pages find him out, ■ 

He pokes his moft fagacious nofe about, ^ 

And feems in Paradife like that fo fam'd ; 

Looking like Adam too, and Eve fofair; 
Sweet fimpletons ! who, though fo very bare, 

" Were .(fays the Bible) not opam'd. " ' 

No man binds books fo well as George the Third, 

By thirft of leather glory fpurr'd — 

, G , At 
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At bookbinders he oft is feen to- laugh 

And wond'rous is the King in iheep or calf! 

But fee ! the Prince upon fuch labour looks 

Faftidious down, and only reodeth books ! 

Here by the Sire the Son is much furpafs'd ; 
Which Fame {hould pubUfli on her loudeft blajl I 

The King beats Monmouth Street in caft-off riches • 

That is,- in coats, and waiftcoats, and in breeches 

Which, draughted once a year for foreign fiations. 
Make fine recruits to ferve fome near relations. 

But lo ! the Prince, {hameonhiml never dreams 
Of pretty -Jewifli, cecoflomic fchemes t 
So very proud, (I'm grier'd, O Tom, to tell it) 
He'd rather ^we a coat away than _/<// it ! 

Fair juftice to the Monarch muft allow 
Prodigious fcience in a calf or cow ; 

And wifdom in the article of fwine ! 
What moft unufual knowledge for a King ! 
Becaufe p^ wifdom is a thing ,. 

In which no Sov'reigns e'er were known to Jbinc. 

Yet 
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Yet who will think I am not telling fibs ?— 

The Prince, who Britain's throne in time fliall grace, 

Ne'er finger'd at a fair, a bullock's ribs, 
Nor ever ogled a pig's face ! 

dire difgraoe ! O let it not be known 
That lim a. father hath excell'd a fon I 

"Truth bids me own that I can bring 
A dozM who admire the King ; 
And fliould he dream of fctting ofT for Hanover, 
As once he faid he wou'd, to Ipite Charles Fox ; 
Draw all his littlt money from the ftocks. 

Shut ftiop, and carry ev'ry pot and pan over ; 

1 think indeed Vm/ure I know, 

Tiat dozen would not let him go ; 

But in the ftruggle fpend their vital breath, 
- And hug th?ir idol, probably to death ; 

As happen'd to a Romifli Prieft a tale 

That, whilft I tell it, almoft turns me pale. 



The. 
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The ROMISH PRIEST. 

A TA L E. 

A PARSON in the neighbourhood of Rome, 
Some years ago how many, I don't fay 

Handled fo well his heav'nly broom. 
He bruftid, like cobwebs, fins away. 

Brightned the black horizon of his parilh ; 
Gave to the Prince 05 Darkness fuch hard blows. 
That Satan was afraid to fhow his nofe, 

(Except in hell), before this prieft fo warrifli! 

To teach folks how to fliun the paths of .evil. 
And prove a match for Mr. Devil, 
Was conftantly this pious man's endeavour, 
And, as I've faid before, the man was clever. 

Red-hot was all his zeal— — and Fame declares, 
He gallop'd like a hunter o'er his pray'rs ; 



For 
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For ever lifting to the clouds his forehead 

Petitions on petitions he let fly. 

Which nothing but SAmnRjANs could deny >■ 

In fliort, the Saints were to compliance v>iirried'. 

With flioulders, arms, and hands, this prieft devout. 

So well his evolutions did perform ; 
His pray'rs, thofe holy fmalllhot, flew about 

So thick I it feem'd like taking Heav'n h^ Jiorm I 

Without one atom of refledion. 
No candidate at an eleiSion 
Did ever labour more, and fume, and fweat. 
To make a fellow change his coat. 
And blefs him with the calling vote, 
Than this dear man to get in Heav'n a feat 
For fouls of children, women, and of men : — — 
No matter which the fpecies cock or hen I 

Thus did he not like that vile Jefuit think 
Who makes us all with horror flirink, 

H A knave 
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A knave high meriting Hell's hotteft coals ; 
Who wrote a dreadful book, to prove • 
That women, charming women, form'd for love, 
Have got no fouls ! 

Monfter ! to think that Woman had no foul ! 

Ha ! haft thou not a foul, thou peerlefs Maid, 
Who bidft my rural hours with rapture roll ? 

Whofe beauties charm the fliepherds and the fhade t 

Yes, Cynthia, and for fouls like thine. 
Fate into being drew yon ftarry fphere ; 

Then kindly fent thy form divine, 

To fliow what wond'rous blifs inhabits there I 

In fliort, no drayhorfe ever work'd fo hard. 

From vaults, to drag up hogfliead, tun, or pipe, 

As this good prieft, to drag, for _/»«// reward. 
The fouls of finners from the Devil's gripe, s 



Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd were the highejl angels to exprefs 
Their wonder at his fine addrefs ; 

And pow'r againft the Fiend who makes fiich ftrife -i-^ 
Nay, e'en St. Peter feid, to whom are giv'n 
The keys for letting people into Heav'n, 

He never got more halfpence in his life, 

'Twas added that my namefake did declare, 

(Peter, the porter of HeaV'n gate, fo trufty ;) 
That till this prieft appear'd, fouls were fo rare 
His bunch of keys was abfolutely rufty I 

Did Gentlemen of fortune die. 

And leave the Church a good round fum j 

Lo ! in the twinkling of an eye 

The parfon frank'd their fouls to kingdom-come I 

A letter to the Porter, or a word,, 
InAir'd admittance to the Lord,- 
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Nor ftopp'd thofe fouls an inftant on the road 

To take a roaji before' they enter'd in ; 
For had they got the Plague, 'twas faid that God 

Had let' them enter without quarantine. 

Well then ! this parfon was fo much admir'd, 

So fought, fo courted, fo defir'd, 
Thoufands with putrid fouls, like putrid meat, 
Came for his holy pickle, to be fweet : 

Juft as we fee old hags with jaws of carrion, . 

Enter the fliop of Mr. Warren ; 
Who difappoints that highwayman call'd Time, 
(Noted for robbing Ladies of their prime,) 
By giving Sixty Five's pale, wither'd mien, 
The blooming rofes of Sixteen. 

Such vaft impreffions did his fermons make, 

He always kept his'fldck^wake 

In fummer too hear, pirfoiis, this ftrauge pews. 

Ye who fo often preach to nodding pews ! 

A neighb'ring 
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A neighb'rii^ town, into whofe people's fouls 
Sin, like a rat, had eat large holes, 

Begg'd him to be their tinker their holeftopper 

For, gentle reader, fin of fuch a fort is. 
It fouls corrodeth juft as aqua fortis 
Corrodeth iron, brafs, or copper. 

They told him they would give him better pay, 

If he'd agree to change his quarters ; ' 

Protefting, when his foul fliould leave its clayj 

To rank his bones with thofe of Saints and Martyrs. 

This was a handfome bribe all Papifts know ! 

But flop his parifli would not 1st him go 

Then, furly did the other parish look. 

And fwore to have the man by Hook or Crook. 

So feiz-'d him, like a gracelefs throng '.'. • 
The prieft's parifliioners, who lov'd him we//; 

Rather than to another church belong. 

Swore they would fooner fee him lodg'd in Hell 

I So 
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So violent was their objection ! 
So very ftrong, too, their affeSion ! 

The Ladies, too, united in the ftrife ; 

Protefting that they " lov'd him as their life, 

" So fweetly he would look when down to pray'r ! 
" So happy in a fermon choice j 
" And then he had of nightingales the voice 

" And holy water gave with fuch an air ! 

•' Lord f lofe fo fine a man \ lb great a treafiire ! 

" Yielding fuch quantities of heavenly pleafure ! 

" Forgiving fins fo free, too, at confeffion, 
" However carnal the tranlgreffion, 

" In fuch a charmmg, love-condemning ftrain \ 

" He really feem'd to &.y 'Go fin again ■, 

" Hell {hall not throw, n^ angels, on your fouls 

" So fweet, a fingle fliovelful of coals, " 
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Now in the fire was all the fat : 
Juft as two bylldogs pull a cat. 

Both pariflies with furious zeal contended . 

So heartily the holy man was hugg'd, 
So much from place to place his limbs were lugg'd. 
That very fatally the battle ended ! 

In fliort, by hugging, lugging, and kind fqucezes. 
The man of God was pull'd in fifty pieces ! 

This work perform'd, the bones were fought for ftoutly ; 

And fo the fray continued moft devoutly 

Lo with an arm, away one rafcal fied ; 
This with a leg, and that the headf— — 
Off with the foot another goes ■ / 
Another feizes him and gets the toes. 

Nay, fome, a relick lb intent to crib. 

Fought juft like maftiffs for a rib ; 
Nay more, (for truth, to tell the whole, obliges) 
A dozen battled for his Os Coccygis * I 

* The tip of the rump, 

Heav'n, 
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Heav'n, that fees all things, faw the dire difjCute, 
In which each parifh adled like a brute ; 

Then bade the dead man as a Saint be fought ; 
Still, to reward him more, his bones enriches 
With pow'r o'er Evils, Rheumatifms, and Itches, 

However dreadful, and wherever caught : 
Thus, by the grace of Him who governs thunder, 
His very toe nail could perform a wonder. 



Thus might our Monarch, by this dozen men. 

Be hugg'd I and then ! and then I and then I and then ! 

Then what ? why, then, this direful ill muft fpring : 
I a good JubjeSi lofe, and thou a King ! 

No, Tom ; no more to ftrike us with amaze. 
Thy courtly tropes of adulation blaze : 

A fetting fun art thou, fo mild thy beam I 
Thou (like old Ocean's heaving wave no more. 
That lifts a (hip and fly with equal roar) 

Pour'ft from thy lyric pipe a fiber ftream. 

No 
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No more we hour th? gale of Fame 
Wild bluft'ring with thy Master's name; 
No more ideal virtues ride fublime, 
(Like feathers) on the furge of rhyme 

But lo the caufe I it was the rotal will 
To bid the tempeft of tus praife be ftill: 
No mote to let his virtues make a rout, 
Blown by thy blalb like paper kites about 

Indeed thy Sov'reign in thy verfe fo fine. 
Might juflly have exclaim'd at many a line, 

" In peacock's feathers, lo, this knave arrays nle. " • 
And like a King of France of whom I've read. 
Our gracious Sov'reign alfo might have faid, 

" What have I done that he fliould praife me i ", 

With pity have I feen thee. Son of Song, 
Trundling thy lyric wheelbarrow along, 
Amidft St. James's gapers to unload 
"The motley mafi of pompous ode ; 

K And 
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And' wifh'd' tlie (act, for verfe the annual prize, 

To poets of a lefs renown ' 

To poor Will Mason, who in fecret fighs 

To fimt beneath the Laureat's leaden crown. 

Warm fn the praife thoti rnight'ft have been. 
Of thy great King and his great Queen ; 

But not fo diabirfically hat 

A downright devil, or a pepper-pot; 

By Dei)% (without thy being born a wizard)' 
Thou oiight'ft to Know I mean a turkey's gizzard j 
So clwiftned! for its quality, by man, 

Becaufe fo oft 'tis loaded, with j{;'a»-i 

This dev'l is fucK a red-hot bit of meat 
As nothing but the dev'Lhimlelf fliould.eafc 

A^iwMi was: fcg: enough, the world well knows R 

■ Why giv£.the pap of praife then with a ladle f 

&ently thou. fhou;'d'ft have rock'd: himto repofe 

Not like a drunken.nurfe o'ertum'd.the cradle.. 

£do> 
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I do not marvel that the King was wrath, 
(Knowing himfelf no bigger than a lath) 

To find "himfelf a tall, gigantic oak 

'Twas too much of a magic-lantern ftroke. 

Ah I where was Modesty, the charming maid ? 

Where was the rural vagrant ftraying. 
Not to admoniih thee, an idle jade. 

When thou thy tuneful compliments wert paying f 

Yet why this queftion put I, Tom, to thee ? 

Lord I how we wits forget ! (he was with me. 

Dear Modeffy (by very few careft,) 

Oft condefcends to be my gucft ^ 
From time to time, the maid my rhyme reviews 
And didates fweet inftruflioDS to the mufe.. 

Yes, frequent deigns my cottage to adomy 

Juft like that, blufliful damfcl call'd Miss. Mohn 

Who- 
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"Who fmiling from the dreary caves of night, 
Moves from her eaft with filent pace and flow 
■O'er yonder fhadowy mount's gigantic brow. 

And to my window fteaU with dewy light, 
Then peeping through the panes with cherub mien. 
Seems to aflc liberty to enter in. 

Now ventYnig on the fables of my room, 
She fweeps the darknefs with her ftar-clad brpom : 
Now pleas'd a ftronger fplendor to diffufe, 
Smiles on the plated buckles in my ftioes ; 
Smiles on my breeches, too, of handfome pluQi, 

Where George's heads onee made no gingling found. 
But where amidft the pockets all was huQi ; 

Such awful filence reign'd around ! 
Whofe fob, wWch thieves fo often pick, 
Was quite a ftranger to a watch's click. 

Kow calling on my pen and ink a ray. 
Seeming with fweet reproof to lay. 
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" Tlie lark to Heav'n her grateful mattins fings: 

" Tlien, Peter, alfo ope thy tuneful throat, 

" And, happy in a fafcinating note, 
•' Rife and bewitch the beft,of Kings. " 

Howe'er the world t' abufe me may be giv'n, 

I cannot do without CaowN'n Heads, by Heav'n! 

Bards muft have fubjefts that their genius fuit 

And if I've not Crown'd Heads, I muft be mute. 

My verfe is fomewhat like a game at Whift ; 

Which game, though play'd by people e'er fo keen, 
Cannot with much fuccefs, alas ! exift. 

Except their hands poflefs a King and Queen. 

I own, my mufe delights in royal folki 

Lead-mines, producing many pretty pounds ! 
Joe MiLtARs, fumilhing a fund of joke ! 

Lo, with a fund of joke a court abounds I 

At royal follies. Lord ! a lucky hit 
Saves our poof brain th' expence of wit : 

L A» 
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At Princes let but Satire lift his gun. 
The more their feathers fly, the more the fiin. 
E'en the whole world, blockheads and men of letters, 
Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. 

And, vici verfd. Kings and Queens . 
Know pretty well what fcandal means. 

And love it too yes, Majefty's a grinner : 

Scandal that really would difgrace a liable 
Hath oft been beckoned to a royal table. 

And pleas'd a princely palate more than dinner. 

I know the world exclaimeth in this guife : — — 
" Suppofe a King not overwife, 

" (A vice in Kings not very oft fufpeSed) 
" Suppofe he does this childiih thing,, and this, 
" If folly conftitutes a Monarch's blifs,. 

" Shall fuch by 6ucy poets ftand correifted? 

« Bold • 
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*' Bold is the man," old Parfon Calchas * cries, 
" Who tells a Monarch where his error lies. " 

" Giant that a King in converfe cannot ffiine, 

" And fharp with fhrew'd remark a world alarm ; 

" What bufinefs, Peter Pindar, is't of thine ? 
" Grant puerilities pray where's the harm.? " 

Tb this I aniwer, " I don't thiiik a Kihg 

" Will go to hell for ev'ry childifli thing 

" Yet mind, I think that one in his great ftationi 
" Should Q\ow fubhme example to a nation :. 

"■ And when an eagle he fhould" fprihg 

" To drink the folar blaze on tow'ring wing;; 

"' With daring and und&zzled eyes ; 
" Not be a fparrow upon chimneys hopping, , 
"■ His head in holes and corners popping 
" Forfliesi. 

* Vide, Hoxner.1 

Tom, 
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Tom, I'm not griev'd that thou haft chang'd thy note, 
And op'd on Windfor -wall thy tnneful throat ; 

For verily it is a rare old mafs ! 
Nor angry that to West thou doft defcend ; 
TJie King's great painting oracle and friend, 

Who teacheth Jehvas how to {poU good glafs. 

But, fon of Isis, lince amidft this ode, 

Thou talk'ft of painting, like an ardent lover, 

•Of panes of glafs now daubing over, 
X>imming delightfully the great abode ; 

Speak know'ft thou aught of Raphael's rate Cartoons f 

I have not feen them, Tom, for many moons ! 

Why did'ft tJiou not, amidft thy rhyming fit. 
Of thofe moft heav'nly pictures talk a bit ' 

For which the Nation paid down ev'ry fou/e? 
Rare pifhires, brought long fince from Hampton Court, 
And by a. /elf-taugit Carpenter cut fliort. 

To fuit the pannels of the Queem's old houft. 

So 
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So 6ys report 1 hope it is hot true ' 

And yet I vecilj believe it too ; . 

It is fo like fome peojrk 1 could name, 
Whofe fericraniam! walk a little lame. 

Beflirew me, but it brings to mind 

A cutting ftory, much of the fame kjnd ! 

It happ'd at Plymouth town. fo fair and fweet. 
Where wandering gutlers, wandering gutlers meet. 
Making in fliow'rs of rain a monft'rous pother ; 
Bart'ring, like Rag-Fair Jews, with one the other^ 
With carrots, cabbage leaves, and breathlefs cats. 
Potatoes, turnip tops, old rags, and hats : 

A town that brings to mind Swift's City Show'r • 

Where clouds to wafli its face for ever poiir 

A tow" where Beautraps under water grin. 
Inviting' gentle ftrangers to walk in ; 
Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the flood, 
Prepar'd to crown their vifitors with mud. 

M A town 
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A town where parfons for the Li'vmg.&^tit, 
On every vacancy, with godly might, 

Like wreftlers for'lac'd hats and buckftin, breeches ; 
Where oft' the prieft who beft his lungs employs 
To make the rareft .diabolic noife. 

With fureft chance of vid'ry preaches : 
Whofe empty founds alone his labours blefs ; 
Like' catmon fir'd by veffels in diftrefs. 

A town where, exil'd by the Higher Pow'rs, 
The Royal Tar with indignation lours ; 
Kept by his Sire from London, and from fin. 
To fay his Catechifm to Miftrefs Wynn, 
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The PLA'MOUTH CARPENTER 
and the- COFFINS. 

IN the laft war French pris'ners often died 
Of fevers, colds, and more good things befide r 

Prefents for valour, from damp walls and chinks>, 
And nakednefs, that feldom fees a {hirt ; 
And vermin, and all forts of dirt ; 

And multitudes of motley flinks. 
That might with fmells of any clime compare 
That ever fought the nofe or fields of air. 

As coffins are deem'd neceilarjr thingsj 
Forming a pretty fort of wooden wings; , 

For wafting men, to graves,, for t'other World ; 
Where anchor'd, {doom'd to make no voyages more) 
The rudders of our fouls are put alhotej, ' 

And all the fails for ever furl'd.. 

A. carpenttrj, 
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A carpenter, firft coufin to fhe May'r, 
Hight mafter Screw, a man of reputation. 

Got leave, through borough int'reft, to prepare 
Good woodan lodgings for the Gallic nation : 

I mean, for lucklefs Frenchmen that were dead ; 

And very well indeed Screw's contraS fpcd. 

His good friend Death made wonderful demands, 
As if they play'd into each other's hands ; 

As if the Carpenter and Death went fnacks 

Wifhing to make as much as e'er they cou'd 
By this feme contrad coffin wood. 

For fuch as Death had thrown upon their backs. 

This Carpenter, Uke men of other trades ■ 
Whom confcience very eaiily perfuades 

To take from neighbours ufelefs fuperfluity j 
Refolv'd upon an economic plan. 
Which fliows that in the charaifter of man 

Economy is not an incongruity. 



I know 
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I know fome monarchs fay the feme— whofe puUei 
Beat high for iv'ry chairs ancj beds and bulfes, 

For lo, this man of economic fort 
Made all his. cofEns much too fliort. 
Yet fcugljr he accommodates the dead — - 
Cuts off, with mach fang froid, the head. 
And then to keep it fafe as well as warm, 
He gravely puts it underneath the arm ; 
Making his dead man quite a Pakis beau !— — ' 
Hugging his jowl ep cbapeau bras. 



But, Thomas, now to thofe Cartoons of fame— 
Do aik thy Sov'reign in my name 

What's to be done with thofe rare piftures next 5 
Some months ago, by night, they travell'd down 
To the Queen's Houfe in Windfor town, 

At which the Lon4on folks were vaftly vex'd. 

N For 
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For if thofe fine Cartoons, as hift'ry fays, 
Were (much to this great nation's praife) 

Bought for the nation's fole infpeiftion ; 
Unajk'd, to fuifer any man to feel 'em, 
Or fuffer any forward dame to fteal 'em, 

Would be a national reflexion. 

Tom, aft, to Streiitz if they're doom'd to go; 
Becaufe the walls are naked there I know 

Streiitz a rooufe-hole is, all dark and drear ; 
And ftiou'd the piftures be inclin'd to ftray. 
Not hking Streiitz, they may lofe their way. 

And ramble to fome Hebrew auSioneer : 

Where like poor captur'd negroes in a knot. 
The holy wand'rers may be made a lot ^— 
And hke the goods at Garraway's we handle, 
Chrift and the Saints be fold by inch of candle t 



Dearly 
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Dearly beloved Thomas, to conclude ! 

(I fee thee ready to bawl out " amen :" J < 

Joking apart, don't think me rude 

For wiQiing to inftrufl: thy lyric pen. 

Whether like trout and eels in humble pride. 
Along the fimple ftream of profe we glide ; 
Or ftirring from below a cloud of raud, 
Like whales we flounder through the lyric flood ; 

Or if a pafl:'ral image charm thee more ; 

Whether the vales of profe our feet explore; 

Or rais'd fublime on Ode's aerial fteep. 

We bound' from rock to rock like goats and flieep j'. 

Tyhether we dine with Dukes on fifty dilhes,- 
Or, poet-like, ^ainft our wilhes. 
On beef or pork, an economic crumb, 
(Perchance not bigger than bur thumbs 
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Tum'd by a bit of packthread at the fire,) 
To fatiSfy our hunger's keen defire ; 

A good old proverb let us keep in view » 

Fiz. Thomas, " give the dev'l his due. " 

Whether a Monarch, iffuing high command, 
Smiles us to court, and fliakes ms by the hand ; 
Or rude bumbailifFs touch us on the Ihoulder, 
And bid our tuneful harps in prifon moulder ; 

Sell not (to meannefs funk) one gc^den line r. 

The Muse's incenfe for a gill of wine. 

This were a poor excufe of thine, my friend i 
" Few are the people that my Ode attend : 

" I'm like a country clock, poor, lonely thing, 
*' That on the ftaircafe, or behind the door, 
" Cries ' Cuckow, Cuckow,' juft at twelve and four, 

'' And chimes that vulgar tune " God iave the King. 



Oh! 

=d by Google 



.[ 49 ] 
Oh ! if deferting Windsor's lofty tow'rs, 
To feve a fixpence in his barrack bow'rs, 
A Monarch fliuffles from the world away, 
And gives to Folly's whims the buftling day ; 
From fucb low themes thy promis'd praife recall. 
And fing more wonders of the old Mud Wall. 



THE END. 
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The PROPRIETORS of the Works of 

PETER PINDAR, Efquire, 

Find themfelves obliged, on aecount of the frequent Piracies 
of his Productions, to offer 

TEN GUINEAS Reward, 

On the Conviflion of any Offender ; 

The Money to be immediately paid by the Publiiher, and 
the Name or Names of the communicating Party concealed. 
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